*What will she like?' he asked. But he could not some-
how feel excited about this young girl. She had not even
lifted her head when she came in.
'No, I won't tell you,' Bunji replied. 'You shall judge
for yourself. Only let ue be talking/
They were silent a moment, and then Bunji exploded
again into laughter.
'What shall we talk about?' he asked.
'I can't think,' I-wan replied, unable, too, to keep from
laughing at Bunji.
'Oh, how silly we are!' Bunji said, wiping his eyes.
'Now, let us be dignified.'
'Will she like that?' I-wan asked. His heart was dancing,
too, with the nonsense. He had not felt so pleasantly
foolish since he and Peony used to tease each other long
before he had ever heard the name of revolution.
'Hush,' Bunji replied. *I hear her.' He raised his
voice a little and sobered his face. 'The question of foreign
exchange,' he began, 'is in itself extremely serious. You
see how it is. When we accept a large wholesale order,
say from the United States, we must insure ourselves
against a drop in the exchange which might nullify all
profit.*
The screen slid and Tama was there, hesitating. I-wan
looked up. He saw a girl in a rose-coloured kimono, her
feet in Japanese shoes and spotless white stockings.
Round her waist was a gold brocade sash. But her hair
was not done in the shining oiled Japanese pompadour.
It was drawn back smoothly from her round and pink- '
cheeked face, and it was not oiled at all. It lay soft and
straight about her head and was fastened into a knot at
the neck. She bowed a crumpled butterfly bow exactly
as her mother had done. Madame Muraki's head always
drooped, but after she had bowed Tama stood upright.
Then she said in English, 'Bunji, please?*